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If I were God, and not just one 
of His poor relatives, I would give 
the world an Eleventh Command- 
ment. It would read, in every 
language, something like this: 

“Thou shalt not fail to see “The 


We forget that we must have 
all the base alloys melted out of 
us in God’s own furnace; so that 
we may become pure gold for His 
hands; so that we can let Him 
shape us according to His own 
desire. Hollywood knew that. 
Hollywood—how this picture has 
redeemed it! 

He Who Is Is 
The other scene was that of 











Yul Brinner, as Rameses, sitting 
on his throne, in wonder and ter-| 
ror and the beginning of a great) 





Ten Commandments’! 

I should inspire my theolog- 
jans, then, to explain that this| 
commandment meant a man) 
should take not only himself to} 
the local movie house showing 
this film, but also his wife, his | 
children, his maiden aunt, and | 
all the week-end visitors at his 
home. 

A Sin and A Pity | 

And I should make it known| 
that it was a great sin, and a | 
reat unhappiness deliberately | 
fo avoid seeing this picture! 

Recently this Cecil B. DeMille 
classic was shown at the theatre 
in Barry's Bay, about 13 miles or 
so from Madonna House; and 
everybody connected with our 
apostolate was a delighted, rev- 
erent, and enthusiastic spectat- 


Iam not God, so I cannot com- 
mand anyone to see this story of 
Moses and the tablets of stone. A 
mere editor may only advise. And 
this I do. 

Never has the power and the 
lory. of God shone out of any 
ilm as it does in “The Ten Com- 
mandments.” Incidentally, never 
has: the power and the glory of 
Hollywood ever been so com- 
pletely used to make a picture. I 
am sure that God Almighty was 

pleased with the film, with Holly- 
wood, with all the actors and 
actressees who took part in the 
drama, and especially with Pro- 
ducer DeMille. And I am sure 
that He has showered His bles- 
sings on those who made the pic- 
ture, and those whoa enjoyed it. 

Fire-Fried Gold! 

I am sure, also, that He will 
bless the Germaine family, who 
qwn and 9 erate the theatre, and 

ho made it possible for Madonna 
House to see it. 

Someone asked me what I liked 
best in the pieture, what parts 
thrilled me most, what scenes 
most elearly showed me the 
might and the glory of God. 

T didn't haye to think of an an- 
swer. There were two seenes I 
cannot forget. One was that of 
Moses ng his way through 
the desert, He has been a prince 
of t. He has been like a son 
to the Pharaoh. He has been a 
victorious general. He has built a 
bron city. He has been the most 

ortunate man in the world. Now 
he is a fugitive, a pauper, a man 
beset by hunger and thirst and 
wind and sun and burning sands, 
a man without a friend in all the 
world. He falls, and a voice tells 
us that now the metal has become 
malleable enough for God to 
make what He will of it. 
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change in his life. He has seen} 
his chariots drowned in the Red 
Sea. He has come home to kill his 
wife. He draws his sword. His wife 
taunts him. The blade is clean. 
She has wanted to see the blood 
of Moses on it. 

He looks at her as though, sud- 

denly, she were nothing at all— 
certainly not an object that would 
tempt a man to murder. He 
throws the sword at her feet, and 
sits on his throne. He seems to see | 
the Red sea opening at the re- 
quest of Moses; and to see it close 
again. 
“His God”, he says simply, “IS 
God.” 
This is the man who had hard- 
ened his heart in spite of all the| 
signs of wonder wrought by Mos-| 
es. This is the man who, over and_| 
over, had refused to let God’s| 
people go, who had preferred his | 
own gods to the God Who Alone} 
S 


This is the sinner who, in one 
moment, sees the power and the 
glory of God. He can become a 
saint—like that Saul of Tarsus} 
whom Almighty God also treated 
with some roughness. 
There is the triumph of God—| 
the conversion of the pagan, the| 
atheist, the heretic, the schismat- | 
ic, the scoffer! 
Contrast this scene with that 
of the revel at the foot of the 
mountain. The people, freed from 
the bondage of Egypt by tremen- 
dous miracles, lapse easily into sin, 
into adoration of a golden calf 
which they ~themselves have 
made! 
Rameses sits on his throne and 
acknowledges the existence of the 
one true God! 
And the people God has eghosen 
for His own, and whom He has 
rescued from Rameses, reject 
their Lord and become idolaters! 
It isn’t only the Jews who are 
guilty of this kind of sin. There 
are millions of Catholics, alas, 
who forget the loye and the loy- 
alty they owe the God of heaven; 
and who make to themselves idols 
of yarious kinds—Gold, Fame, 
Comfort, Sport, Pleasure, Self! 
God pity them, 
I saw the power and the glory 
of the Almighty God. Now, before 
I die, I hope to see a film out of 
Hollywood that will show me the 
Love and the Mercy of God! 
My wife, Catherine, making a 
visitation of our various houses 
in the United States and Canada, 
also saw “The Ten Command- 
ments.’”’ She was even more im- 
pressed than I was. And she 
writes a better review than I 
could ever write. I print it below— 
so that I do not have to follow it. 





By Catherine Doherty 


Somewhere . . 

In a small theatre, 

I saw 

Upon a screen . 
God’s ways with men 
Across the chasm 

Of countless years, 
As told by 

Bold, holy 

Prophets of old. 


I saw ; 
The Holy Writ 
Become alive 
And real. 

I heard the 
Thunder 

Of God’s yoice; 
Saw His light, 
Beheld His fire; 
And walked 
With Moses 
Upon the Holy Ground 
And u 


The Holy Mount. 
I beheld the 
Miracles 


of desert 
And of sea, . 

















Pictured before the ‘‘Paz-Caridad” cross of the Casa de Nuestra 
Senora House in Winslow, Arizona, 
Catherine de Hueck Doherty, and the Local Director, Catherine 

Maynard (originally of Connecticut.) 
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I saw Him write. . 
In flames ., . 
Upon a stone, 
The laws 

Of Spirit 

And of Flesh, 


My eyes knew 

The night of terror 
And of hope. 

The bitter herbs 
Of bondage 

Were bitter 

On my tongue. ; 
I hid myself behind 
The doors smeared 
With the blood 

of the Lamb. 


AJl this I saw. 

All this I 

Lived again, 

As Holy Writ 
Became alive 

For me.. 
Somewhere 

Upon a screen 

In some little theatre 


I saw the Sea of Grace 
Part and 

Bless our walk 

To the green hills 

Of Our Lord, 

Our God. 


I saw us 

Permit Him 

To climb 

Those hills, 

Those holy mountains, 
Alone... 

Ahead. . 

While we 

Once more fashioned 
Calves of gold, 

Calves of clay, 

And worshipped them . , 
And He, 

All Alone, 

Wended His way 

Unto the heights 
Where “He Who Is” .. 
His Father, and Ours, 
Awaited us! 

I saw the anger 

Of the Lord of Hosts 
Descend 

As thunder 

In the dark of night. 
And I cried 

In pain, 

In sorrow, 





Obedient to ‘‘“Him Who Is”: 


And in shame.. 


On some forgotten street. 


But my soul 

Saw more. 

Fear walked with it. 

I saw the Holy Writ 
Fulfilled ... 

The blood of the Lamb 
Spilled . . 

From cross 

To earth! 


I saw darkness 

Blot the sun 

At noon.. 

And knew the terrors 
Of the night 

That yet bathed me 
In its holy light . . 
And I saw more. 

I saw Today! 

I beheld again 

The Lord, 

Whom Moses 

And all the prophets 


| Of old 


Foretold, 

Leading us, 

The chosen people, 
Through our desert 


Of Today 

While 

His Father 

Lit His many fires 
To hold the modern 
Pharaoh hosts 

At bay. 

“Fold Your anger, 
Father .. 

Sera . .\; 

And unfold Your mercy! 
Do not strike! 
Miserere! 

Miserere! 

Miserere!”’ 


My cry was mute. 

I shivered 

In the warm night .. 
And knew 

The pain 

Of Moses. . 

And of Christ. 
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multi-colored hills. . . 





ARMY OF THE MEEK 
WILL INHERIT WORLD 


By Catherine Doherty 


Winslow, Arizona — Red earth, streaked with a hundred shad- 
ings of gray and yellow, giving growth only to the ruggedest kind of 
. unlimited vistas, broken only by strange, crumbling, 
which look like the dream of some giant ar- 
chitect who set out to build temples and castles out of cliffs. This 
is the Arizona desert. This is the land where tenacious and hardy 
men have wrenched a precarious foothold from nature. This is the 
site of Winslow, where our Casa de Nuestra Senora is located. 

The Southside of Winslow. Baked red earth. Adobe huts hudd- 


| ling together for comfort, or out of fear, or because of the loneliness 


| of their occupants. Standing close to one another. . 
. clinging to one another . . 


shoulder .. 


shoulder to 


. “holding hands” . .-. afraid 


to advance into the space available. Distance holds fears, unknown 


dangers. 

He Is a Symbol 
| A little boy stands straight and 
|}immobile against a corner of a 
| broken down fence. Behind him 
|cowers the town. And behind the 
|town is the endless gray-bluish 
| desert—now rioting with the re- 
\flected colors of a magnificent 
|sunset. At the boy’s feet a dog 
| lies. The boy is a symbol of Young 
| America. 
| Young America has come of 
jage; and he is a giant, asked— 
/nay, compelled—to take his place 
j}among the nations of the world. 
|. . . to take the leadership of all 
|against that other giant, Russia, 
|in a fight with no holds barred! 
| America is great; his heart is 
full of charity and his soul is 
| turned to God. But has he under- 
| stood yet that he wears the multi- 
colored coat of Benjamin, that his 
garment is composed of all the 
nations in the world? 

Today America must face a vi- 
tal truth, or perish. Unless he 
truly makes all his children one, 
not only in the dusty words of 
law but in the reality of daily 
life, he will fail his destiny .. . 
the world ... history ... and God 
Himself! 

America or Russia 

Across the earth, new forces 
are stirring. Science brings every- 
one to the door of everybody. All 
that happens anywhere is known 
by everyone all over the earth in 
matters of minutes ... There is 
no room left to hide. There is no 
| place for slip-shod manners or 
| ways. Today men must choose— 
vnd will choose between two 
civil zations . . between .wo ways 
of life . . between two ideologies 
... between AMERICA and RUS- 
BIA... 

The decision rests on many 
tangibles, and many more in- 
tangibles. Among the latter is 
the treatment of minority groups 
by America. For suddenly behind 
them have risen Continents... 
alerted . . informed. . . propag- 
andized . . angry Continents. Be- 
hind the Negro stands all of Af- 
rica. Oh what we do, or do not do, 
to American negroes depends 
the choice of Africa, in greater 
part. South America watches our 
ways with our Latin minorities. 
The turbulent Israeli situation is 
sensitive to our dealings with 
JQWS. .:. 

How important then, is the 
little Spanish-speaking American 
boy who stands so still against 
the huddled adobe huts of the 
South Side of Winslow, silhouet- 
ted against the red flaming sun- 
set of the desert! 
urgent vast problems. One is 

There are many answers to our 
hidden among the adobe huts 
that sprawl so untidily behind the 
lonely boy. For one has a disting- 
uishing mark. Near its door is 
nailed a cross with the words 
CHARITY AND PEACE written 
on it. Charity whose other name 
is love, and whose fruits are 
PEACE. PEACE THIS WORLD 
NEEDS AND DESIRES ABOVE 
ALL. 








World Problems 

Beside the Cross, on a plain 
board, is written the name by 
which this adobe hut is known to 
all around about ... LA CASA DE 
NUESTRA SENORA. The house 
of Our Lady—the Mother of Love 
and Peace. Nothing else disting- 
uishes the place. It looks and 
just like all others in this sun 

aked lonely — 

This is the Headquarters of a 
team that is part of a greater 
movement—one of the Lay Apos- 
tolates of the Catholic Church, 
who are endeavoring to answer 
the many vital questions 
in this article. And many not ask- 
ed in it. 





The manner of this, their ‘“ans- 
wering”’, may at first be puzzling 
to an outsider, yet on closer ex- 
amination it will make sense— 
great sense, because in its stark 
simplicity it gets at the very 
heart, the very root, of the prob- 
lems facing not only America, but 
the world. 

Fundamentally, all human 
problems may be classified as 
problems of personal relationship 
of individuals. The way these per- 
sonal problems are tackled. . . the 
techniques by which they may be 
solved . . are infinite. Yet at the 
base of all solutions is the attit- 
ude of each individual involved. 
Nations are but groups of indiv- 
iduals. 

If a person knows that another 
person (or nation) is “en rapport 
with him’, is sympathetic, just, 
loving, will give him his due re- 
spect, his human rights and dig- 
nity, then the tone of all discus- 
sions, techniques, and pending 
solutions, will be one of light and 
peace. 

Love Or Anger 

If, on the other hand, both 
know that there is no mutual re- 
spect, love justice or fairness... 
that each is out to get the best 
for himself, then tempers are 
frayed, anger aroused, and fists 
clenched. 

There are no laws that can 
legislate these ‘attitudes’, these 
inner. intangibles that today are 
more important than all the rest 
of techniques put together. Man 
must suffer a change of heart 
or perish and who is there to 
change the heart of men bui 
God? Yet, though God is stiil 
given lip service by part of hu- 
manity, most have rejected Him 
from their dealings with one an- 
other, and part of the world has 
publicly denied Him OFFICIAE- 
LY, profess to live by His tenets of 
Love, but do not implement these 
into the reality of their personal 
national, or international living! 

Strange as this may seem, it is 
the crux of our world problem 
today. Asia and Africa turn their 
faces away from the West and 
embrace the tenets of Commun- 
ism—Because we preach Christ- 
ianity and Democracy based on it, 
but do not practice it. 

The members of the Casa Nue- 
stra Senora have faced these is 
sues squarely, as have the whole 
Lay Apostolic Movement known 
as the MADONNA HOUSE SEC- 
ULAR INSTITUTE. 

Dough needs leaven to become 
bread. They will be that leaven. 
Forsaking all things, these apos- 
tles go forth to the confinies of 
the earth, sharing the poverty, 
misery, pain, and sorrows of the 
dispossessed, to bring back to 
them love and peace. By treating 
them as brothers, they restore 
their human dignity to them. 

They Bring Peace 

That is the heart of this old- 
new vocation, embraced by the 
members of the Casa team. They 
came to Winslow to love — as 
Christ loved. To serve — as Christ 
served. By living among those 
who seem to be separated from 
“the privileged”, they break that 
“separateness.” ... By just 
“being”, they bring joy and peace 
to many. 

Besides being living witnesses 
to a living God, they serve their 
neighbors in any way possible, ‘in 
any manner needed. They become 
a bridge between those on the 
right side of the tracks and those 
on the wrong side. 

Other teams bridge chasms 
elsewhere. In Portland, Oregon. 
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WHERE GOD IS — LOVE IS 


It has become a favorite pastime with some 
people to fling stones at the Catholic Church. They 
assail its doctrines. They attack its teachings. They 
hammer at its methods. They would make it hard to 
be a Catholic. They would prevent Catholic children 
from riding in School Busses. They would keep free 
text books away from Catholic boys and girls. 


They keep screaming for “Separation of Church 
and State—” which seems to mean that they want the 
state to take over the Church, or regulate it, or abol- 
ish it. They do not mean the Lutheran Church, nor 
the Baptist Church, nor the Methodist Episcopal 
Church, nor the United Brethren, nor the Seventh 
Day Adventists. They have no quarrel with any 
Church except that established by Christ Himself. 


They do not realize what they are doing. They do 
not realize that they are adding their puny might to 
that of Hitler, Lenin and Stalin, Nero, Diocletian, Tito, 
Luther, Knox, Calvin, and others—including the bad 
Catholics—in a silly attempt to smash an unsmash- 
able rock. 


“Perhaps”, says the celebrated Father Lombardi 
of Rome, “they do not know what the Church is. 
Otherwise how could they dare to fight it? It is not 
much different than fighting God Himself. 


‘They see the human aspects of the Church, they 
do not know its intimate life, which is the life of God! 
Unfortunately, millions of Catholics have never dis- 
covered the infinite beauty and splendor of the Church 
nor its oneness with Jesus Christ. The Church is not 
only all of us who have been baptized, and thus in- 
grafted in Jesus; it is more. It holds the divinity of 
its Founder as well as the humanity of that Founder, 
and the humanity of the rest of us, popes, cardinals, 
bishops, priests, lay men and women, and children.” 


We remember one famous adversary of the 
Church. His name was Saul of Tarsus. He went every- 
where, persecuting the first Catholics, “the early 
Christians.” (How many people know that the “early 
Christians” were devout Roman Catholics, and only 
devout Roman Catholics?) 


He was knocked off his high horse one night, and 
blinded and stunned. When he came to his senses he 
heard a voice questioning him? 


“Saul, Saul, why do you persecute Me?” 


Saul was perplexed. He had never persecuted any- 
body except the Christians. And weren’t they fair 
game? Didn’t God want them killed, or at least im- 
prisoned? 


“Who are You?”, he asked. 


“I”, the voice answered, “am Jesus, Whom you 
persecute.” 


Saul became St. Paul; and he did as much for the 
Church thereafter as any of the other Apostles, With- 
out his untiring efforts the early Christians would not 
have grown so quickly in numbers. 


If the bigots who think they are fighting mere 
priests and nuns, and Catholic children and their par- 
ents, should learn they are trying to fight God, may- 
be. they would stop immediately. And maybe they too 
would become saints. - 


If Paul Blanchard, for instance, some night heard 
the voice of Christ asking him, “Why do you perse- 
cute Me?”, what would he do? 


“Let us”, Father Lombardi implores, “love the 
Church fervently. Let us listen to her when _ she 
speaks to us, for she is the divine guide in the world 
of men. Let us try to understand an occasional weak- 
ness on the part of those who belong to her. Let us . 
remember that she cannot be defeated, but she can be 
hurt.” 


Uncounted enemies have spent their lives and 
‘ their passions in a vain warfare against the Rock of 
Peter. She remains serene, unchanged, strong, eternal. 
All things pass away, including bigots and tyrants and 
politicos and writers. All things but the church of God. 

She can turn her bitterest foes into angelic 
saints—if they permit her to do so. But they are 


blinded with their own fury—and deafened by the 
crackle or the cackle of their own voices. 


What will God say to them if they die, still un- 
reconciled, still envenomed? 


“Whatever ye did to the least of these . . .ye did 
it unto Me’’? 














Portland Is Happy 


By Mary K. Rowland 











Stella Maris House, Portiand, 
Oregon, Dawn was just breaking 
as I drove home from the airport. 
“B” and “Fr. Cal” were on their 
way to the Yukon. My thoughts 
went back over the last ten days 

. wonderful days! 


It struck me that their visit 
had been like this glorious morn- 
ing. ,The new light of day was 
lighting up the face of the city, 
making everything discernable. 
Slowly the shadows vanished and 
the city stood clear and well de- 
fined. That’s how we at Stella 
Maris now stand. With our man- 
date and objectives well defined 
and clarified, we are facing the 
daytime of the Apostolate. (Of 
course, the sun may go behind 
clouds at times, as is the way with 
Portland weather—but if every- 
thing went smoothly all the 
time, we would be most suspicious 
No cross, no crown.) 

Time of Light 

What is a visitation? What does 
it mean to us in the field house? 
Many things. It is a time of clar- 
ification . . a time of light ...a 
time of many graces. . a time of 
much love ad peace and joy..@ 
time of strengthening the unity 
of our apostolate, our ideals . . 4 
wonderful time of widened vision 
... a holy time, for this spiritual 
mother and father have but one 
objective—that we become saints! 
a time for listening and learning, 
of growing height and depth 
and width . . oh so many things 
and yet they can all be summar- 
ized in our all embracing PAX— 
CARITAS! 


The morning “B” and “Fr. 
Cal.” arrived was drizzly and cool. 
All of us were just a little appre- 
hensive, not knowing quite what 
to expect. First a quick look 
around the house. The bright or- 
derly rooms are much different 
from the shambles of a convent 
which “B” left last June. “Fr. 
Cal.” said Mass in our Chapel. 
What better way to start? At 
breakfast we heard the news of 
Madonna House and the many 
changes the year has brought. 
Also news of the Casa—-the first 
stop on their long trip. 


Then began-the many talks and 
discussions and meetings—with 
each of us separately and then 
all together. Then the meetings 
with others—His Grace Archbish- 
op Howard, Fr. Tobin, our good 
friend and advisor, Fr. Norton the 
new pastor, and Fr. Bernard, 
O.S.B., the sparkplug in this area 
for the specialized movements 
such as the YCW and so on. 


All Clear Ahead 


The days flew along, and with 
each came greater clarity of vis- 
ion and purpose. Ours here in 
Portland is to be a different kind 
of house—a quiet house—a house 
of ideas. An apostolate of getting 
to the root of a problem, of find- 
ing the fundamental causes for a 
situation and the possible solu- 
tions—of presenting these facts 
to groups which are set up to 
work on the problems. This was 
made very clear. We are to search 
for these basic causes and let the 
groups already set up for that 
purpose perform the corporal 
works of mercy. 


At first this may seem. strange, 
for most of us think, automatic- 
ally, of the works of mercy when 
we hear of those in need. Yet 
there are existing groups to fill 
these needs. We were invited here 
to do a different kind of work. For 
us the Bishop’s mandate is the 
voice of Christ, a direct expression 
of God’s will. His Grace wants us 
to find these root causes so that 
eventually the situation causing 
the problems may be changed. In 
this way hundreds, perhaps 
thousands can be helped — not 
only at the moment but for years 
to come. : 

Happy Days 

As things became more and 
more clarified and settled we be- 
gan to enjoy even more fully this 
visitation—for it truly became a 
visit from a spiritual mother and 
father to their children. We cele- 
brated B’s feastday—went to see 
that wonderful movie ‘“Marcel- 
ino” and also “The Ten Command- 
ments”. Towards the end I felt 
as if we were on vacation. It was 
a delightful change for all of us. 


So through experience we learn 
the ways of God and men—and 
that a visitation is a wonderful 
experience—a happy time of clar- 
ification and light—of peace and 
charity. Like abeth and Mary, 
thousands of years ago, our 
hearts are lifted up in a grateful 
Magnificat for all ’s blessings, 
but especially this Visitation! 





Our Elsie Abroad 


By Elsie Whitty 











(Miss Whitty, one of our nurses, 
went to Scotland to see her aged 
mother. This is her first letter.) 





Dunoon, Argyllshire, Scotland: 
When I said good-bye to Our Lady 
of Combermere I was sad; for I 
thought I would be away from 
her a long time. But here on the 
salty, breezy shores of the Atlan- 
tic, among the beautiful hills on 
the west coast of Scotland, I was 
welcomed by Our Lady of Provid- 
ence. She welcomed me with open 
arms. 

Scotland is ripe for the lay ap- 
ostolate and the Secular Institute. 
Priests and bishops are enthusias- 
tic about lay participation in the 
work of the hierarchy. Bethania, 
here in Dunoon, is a marvelous 
example of what I mean. 





(St.JOHN THE BarTist. ) 











JUNE 24 


“Lazarus Arise” 


Bethania, a house “specially 
for retired and invalid ladies’, 
supported by voluntary contrib- 
utions, is operated by the Associ- 
ation of Our Lady of Providence, 
under the patronage of Bishop 
Kenneth Grant of Argyll and the 
Isles. Sister Mary St. John, the 
Superior, received me warmly as 
a Staff Worker of Madonna 
House, and explained the purpos- 
es of the association and the 
methods used. 


The house takes its name from 
the town of Bethany where Mary 
and Martha lived with their bro- 
ther Lazarus, whom Christ raised 
from the dead. Our Lord loved 
this place. There he could find 
rest, peace, and love, after a weary 
day in the streets of Jerusalem or 
in the Temple. 


“Surely”, she said, “‘in this little 
Bethania, Christ will also come, 
finding love and peace — and 
bringing love and peace to those 
He finds.” 


They have been here only a 
year, and they need many things, 
both for the chapel and the home 
itself. Like us in Madonna House, 
they can use anything people 
care to send. 


The Association of Our Lady of 
Providence is a group of lay 
people, who, like us, have dedicat- 
ed their lives to Christ. Wasn’t it 
like Our Lady to see that I met 
them? 


To Be Saints 


There are thousands of other 
dedicated lay people in Scotland, 
I was happy to discover. On Sun- 
day, April 27th, I attended a mass 
meeting of 2,500 Catholic women. 
The Edinburgh Lay Apostolate 
Rally. It was a follow-up of the 
second world congress of the Lay 
Apostolate held in Rome last Oc- 


Archdiocesan Lay Apostolic Com- 
mittee, an apostolate organized by 
Archbishop Gray of Edinburgh. It 
is composed of representatives of 
various lay apostolic movements; 
and deals with the family, the 
parish, the school, youth, and ad- 
olescent problems. 


The Archbishop presided at the 
mass meeting and read us the 
pope’s urgent appeal for the laity 
to come forward into the vineyard 
of the Lord. One of the ageing 
speakers was Mrs. Mary Kemball. 
I imagine she is one of the wo- 
men the Archbishop had in mind 
when he said the world needs wo- 
men “who will live in Christ and 
achieve the p e for which 
they were created; that is, to be 
saints.” 


I expect to attend the first na- 
tional conference of the Catholic 
Nurses’ Guild of Scotland; and 
then to go to Brussels for the fixst 
Catholic World Health Confer- 
ence. I am also going to make a 
pilgrimage to Dumferline Abbey, 
Scotland, the burial place of St. 
Margaret. And I shall visit the 
shrine at Lourdes before I return 
to the arms of Our Lady of Com- 
bermere. What a wonderful mo- 





ther she is! 


tober. I also met some of the 


LOVE GIVES 


WARMTH 


THROUGH ARTIC DAY 


By Teresa Richaud 


Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon—“Thank You, God, for another 
day!” Mike gently turns the lock of the front door of St. Cather- 
ine’s, and I open my eyes to a new day. The time is about 5.45-a.m. 
It takes Mike only a few minutes to light a good fire in the kitchen 
stove. Satisfied with it, he goes on to the kitchen stove at Mary- 
house and perhaps the furnace too, for Yukon nights can be cold 


ones. 


I start the porridge cooking, 


set the dining room tables with 


bread, butter, jam and milk. How many will there be for breakfast? 
I don’t know yet. Did someone arrive during the night? Did one of 
the expectant mothers go to the hospital? 


_ Prime Begins 
“The morning sun has risen 
now. Come let us turn to God in 
prayer; and beg Him shield our 
souls from harm; each hour, each 
moment everywhere.” 


In our chapel, Mamie, Mary, 
Louie, Mike, and I lift our voices, 
minds and hearts to God in the 
recitation of Prime, the Morning 
Prayer of the Church. 


Quietly Louie leaves the chapel 
to wake the boys in the Senior 
Dormitory; they in turn, will 
wake the younger boys. Mary, the 
sacristan for the month, fills the 
cruets for Mass. I make my way 
next door to refill the firebox and 
move the porridge pot back. 


As I run back the few steps be- 
twen the houses, I hear the bells 
of the pro-Cathedral tolling their 
message to the people of White- 
horse and spreading the daily re- 
minder of the wonderful Mystery 
of the Incarnation. In our chapel 
we are privileged to have His Ex- 
cellency, Bishop Coudert, or per- 
haps, one of the missionaries 
from the far flung missions in the 
Vicariate offer Mass while our 
chaplain is away. 


“Ite, Missa Est.” “Go live the 
Mass!” Steaming bowls of por- 
ridge disappear quickly at a long 
table in St. Catherine’s House 
where Mamie and our thirteen 
native school boys sit. Across from 
this table is another, where the 
guests from the men’s hostel are 
seated. Under the statue of Our 
Lady is a table for the women and 
girls who are staying in the wo- 
men’s’ hostel. 


Prayer of Thanks 


What, eight-thirty so soon? The 
boys stand and turn to face the 
crucifix on the wall. “Stand 
straight, Andrew!” The voice 
comes from one of the senior boys 
on duty this week. “We give 
Thee thanks, Almighty God .. .” 

Many of the men and women 
have followed their example, du- 
ring the years, and offered a pray- 
er of thanksgiving with them, 
standing with heads bowed be- 
fore Our Lady’s statue. 


Everyone disperses except the 
four boys on KP Duty for the 
week and perhaps one or two boys 
who are being punished for late- 
beds, etc. which the eagle eye of 
their supervisor, Louie Stoeckle, 
has not missed. 


Under Mamie’s supervision out 
of chaos, order is restored; out 
of the sink clean dishes. Tables 
are re-set and cleaned for noon. 
Then it is a quarter to nine, time 
all school boys turned their steps 
towards school. 


Mike and Louie are packing 
their lunches, for they will leave 
for the woodlot for the day. They 
will return only at supper time. 
Sixty cords of wood must be cut 
for next winter’s supply. It is a 
time-consuming job since most of 
the trees on our woodlot are 
small. Sometimes they have help 
from the men in the hostel, who 
are searching for—or waiting for 
—a job. We have four beds in 
our men’s hostel, but often there 
are many mattresses on the floor! 


Lookinf for Work 


“Oh, there is plenty of work up 
North!” is the report that has in- 
duced these men to travel from 
different parts of Canada, where 
unemployment is high, to find 
work in the Yukon. But a few 
dollars won’t stretch far on north- 
ern food prices, and soon a help- 
ing hand must be found. 

But back to a day in Mary- 
house. Mamie and I take turns 
cooking for the staff at Mary- 
house and the larger family in St. 
Catherine’s. We switch kitchens 
every two weeks! The number for 
m at St. Catherine’s is never 
less than fifteen, but more often 
the cook is counting twenty-five 
or more plates for dinner. There is 
a minimum of time to plan meals. 
Varying the menu calls for in- 
genuity. 

Fresh vegetables are usually 
scarce and expensive. Our “Moth- 
er Hubbard’s Cupboard” is stock- 
with basic food items only. Our 
benefactors in Whitehorse and 
“Outside” often save the day 
with greatly appreciated items 
of food. We bake twenty loaves of 
bread every day in our family- 
size kitchen stove. 

These chores—the office work, 
sorting donations of clothing, 
serving the r who come for 
clothes for their families, running 








our library of three thousand 
books, doing the weekly laundry 
for twenty people—these often-re- 
peated sometimes monotonous 
chores we unite, with the pain, 
the daily fatigue, and the work 
done in homes by mothers, in in- 
stitutions by Sisters, and by 
countless working men and wo- 
men everywhere; and we offter 
them to God in prayer. These are 
the little things of everyday. 


Listening Helps 

But no two days are alike. Some 
days the work is sandwiched be- 
tween caring for babies or child- 
ren. Many of Mamie’s hours are 
spent listening. Listening with 
love ... to the poor, the afflicted, 
the frightened, the neurotic, the 
forgotten, the confused. Someone 
needs to feel he has a friend who 
cares whether or not he makes a 
go of starting a new life. Some- 
one else needs advice on a worry- 
ing problem. 

Where there is smoke, there is 
fire! Not always. Gee! the stove 
went out, and it is time to make. 
supper. There! More kindling. 

At supper, Louie or Mike will 
eat with the schoolboys, which 
means that one of the staff is al- 
ways missing at the Maryhouse 
table. Compline and Rosary fol- 
low. The boys pray the rosary be- 
fore the statue of Our Blessed 
Mother every evening. It is less 
distracting for them in St. Cath- 
erine’s. 

The phone, the door in Mary- 
house, are not silent long even du- 
ring prayers. Mary, Mike, and 
Louie still have to catch up on 
their half hour of spiritual read- 
ing, which they did not have time 
to do during the day. 

Most of Louie’s evenings are 
spent with the boys, while Mike 
sees that the beds are made, tow- 
els changed, etc. in the men’s 
hostels. Library members often 
pop in during the evenings to ex- 
change books. 

Here is a nurse, with a patient 
for the women’s hostel. She will be 
going to the hospital in a few 
days. Off we go to the hostel to 
install her and introduce her to 
the other occupants. It means 
much to the natives who have to 
spend a week, or a month or 
two, in this city, for medical 
reasons, to have an environment 
where they are treated as Christ. 

Another day is over. It has 
been a god day—a full day. 
Thus we give ur lives for our 
brothers. Thus we fulfill the 
work of love between us and 
God, and the love we hold to- ~ 
wards our fellow men. 





St. Leo Shop 
Embroidery Kits 


All materials needed to embroider 


a colorful small hanging—Finest 
linen—good design 


Grace Before Meals 
Holy Family, Nativity 
ea. $6.50 
Sacred Heart 
Madonna 
ea. $4.50 
. Guardian Angel 
(for beginners) 
$3.50 
ST. LEO SHOP 
Newport, R. I. 


a non-profit corporation 
for the liturgical apostolate 








To Jesus 


It’s easy to love You when 
I am alone 

Peace overcomes me — m 
heart is Your throne. 

But when I’m with others, 
it’s harder to do, 

I find I love self rather than 
You. : 


My pride and i 

y ened pack mpatience are j 

You're in my heart, but I 
fear You’re asleep. 

Awaken, sweet Master, and 
show me the way 

To love You in others 
Throughout every day. 


—Marguerite Marsh. 
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One of the many catechetical classes conducted for the Spanish 
speaking parishioners of Madre di Dios Parish is held in the living room 


of the casa. 











Staff Worker Phil Knights {of Utica, New York) drives 


the big orang 


school bus of the parish; and in this picture, returns a happy master 


to a lonely, waiting dog! 








i» 


Staff Worker Theresa Davis (of Welland, Ontario) conducts a 





catechetical class in the hall of the parish in Winslow, Arizona. 








Psalm In English 


By Jose de Vinck 











Bless the Lord, O my soul! _— 
From the depth of my being 
bless His Holy Name! 
Bless the Lord, O my soul, 
and be not forgetful of any of 
His favors. 


For He pardons all thy sins, 
and cures all thy diseases; 
He redeems thy life from the pit, 
and crowns thee with love and 


ee ; 

He fills thy year with good things: 

- and thy youth is renewed like 
the eagle’s! 


The Lord who performs acts of 


ustice 
on brings right to all the 


oppressed 
Has revealed His plan to Moses 
and His deeds to the children of 
Israel. 





The Lord is kindness and pity, 
slow to anger and filled with 
love: 
His contention is not forever, 
nor will His anger always last; 
He deals not with us as our sins 
demand, 3 
nor does He repay our evil 
deeds. 


For so high as the heavens rise 
over the earth, 
so great is His love for those 
who fear Him; 
So distant as the East is from 
the West, : 
so far has He removed our sins 
from us. 


As much as a father has of kind- 
ness for his sons 
the Lord has of love for those 
who fear Him. 
He well knows of what matter we 
are kneaded: 
He remembers we are only 
made of dust. 


A Man! His days are nothing 
more than grass: 
as a flower of the field he comes 
to bloom, . 


4In heavens the Lord has estab- 





But let a breath pass over him 
and he is gone, 
and never shall his place know 
him again. 


But forever and ever is the love 


of the Lord 
for those who fear Him, 


And His justice for the sons of 


their sons, 

for those who observe His 
covenant 

and remember His laws to obey 
them. 


lished His throne: 

above all else His kingship is 
supreme. 

Bless the Lord, all you His angels, 

you mighty heroes and doers of 
His word, 

attentive to the voice of His 
command. 


Bless the Lord, all you His hosts, 
His servants who perform His 
will! 
Bless the Lord, all you His works 
in every place of His dominion! 
Bless the Lord, O my soul! 


For Only $49,000 


By Catherine Maynard 











Sheer, utter, unadulterated 
madness to even dream that such 
a sum could be got together? 
What on earth for? 


WHAT FOR? That is a good 
question ... and here is the 
simple answer. 

To solve the world’s problems 
... to save souls .. . to give youth 
some knowledge of God .. . to 
give joy to many who have little 
of it . . to bring order where or- 
der is hard to find . . to help Am- 
erica implement her pledge to rest 
the tired, to shelter the homelss 
and to embrace the suffering ones 
iof the earth. 

But wait! How are YOU going 
to solve the world’s problems with 
‘forty five thousand dollars? 
| By building a hospice of car- 
| itas—love—in the middle of a 
|desert town of Spanish-speaking 








| Americans who live on the wrong 


side of the railroad track, in un- 
| paved streets and in houses that 
{could be better, who draw wages 
|that could be higher, and who 
need oh so many things they 
|should have, in justice, but have 
not! 
A Better World 

A centre of three big units, 
built around a chapel... is but 
|a small part of the chain of hos- 
pices christianity builds today 
'across the face of the world. They 
jare centres where a BETTER) 
| WORLD is being formed through 
|loving, as Christ loved and serv- 
|ing as Christ served. 

Dot the world with such tiny 
‘centres! Find Christians willing| 
| to lay down their lives for the love| 
of their fellow men. And you! 
have begun to solve the world’s} 
; problems! oi 
| In doing so, you will save souls| 
|from hatred and revenge, bring) 
| them into the kingdom of light,} 
|}and peace. You will make men 
|free by giving them knowledge of 
God, which contains all other 
|knowledge. You will bring the 
| tranquility of God’s order where 
|restlessnéss now reigns. You will| 
tame anger that begets juvenile| 
and adult delinquency. You will| 
bring peace and joy to the joyless. 
Where joy reigns, love lives. And 
where love lives, hatred and strife 
abide not! 

WHAT PRICE ALL THESE? Is 
forty five thousand dollars too 
high Much more is spent by the 
U.S.A. federally, and state by 
state . .. in keeping jails open 
and crammed ... in building new 
mental hospitals . . and in quiet- 
ing, with tranquilizers or drugs, 
its unsesy conscience. 

We of Madonna House Secular 
Institute dare to dream bold 
dreams iri the Lord. 

Winslow, Arizon. It is there! 
that the money is_needed| 
today. A chapel will bring the 
Lord to dwell among the Spanish- 
speaking American people. They 
love His mother very much, under 
the title of our Lady of Guada- 
lupe. They never had God in their 
midst before. They want Him. 
They need Him. 

The units will form part of a 
whole center, with the chapel. 
They will serve as Catechetical 
centres. . . as recreation centres. 
As centres of family gatherings 
and get-togethers .. . There will 
be an Open House .. A PLACE OF 
PRAYER .. . A COOL SPOT IN 
THE HEAT OF THE DAY ...A 
CENTRE OF PEACE AND OF 
WHOLESOME FUN . . THERE 
WILL BE THE HOUSE OF OUR 
LADY OF THE DESERT, IN 
MORE WAYS THAN ONE... 

It is a big building program 
for us! It will, with Our Lady’s 
help, change much that needs 
changing .. .help much that 
needs helping . . in the South Side 
of Winslow . .. What price Our 
Lady’s House? 

The contractors say FORTY 
FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS . 
yet it is beyond pricing! 

One dollar from _ forty five 
thousand people who see deep . . 

Do we know that many? I am 
not sure if we do... .But Our Lady 
does. So humbly . .. simply . . di- 
rectly . . .I beg for forty five thous- 
and dollars to make America a 
better place to live . . .to bring 
the people of a little desert town 
to Our Lady’s House, and Her Di- 
vine Son’s. 

If you have a PENNY to give. . 
or FIVE cents .. or Ten. . or 
TWENTY-FIVE . .-. if the Lord 
gave you enough so that you can 
give some paper money or _per- 
haps even write a cheque. . . then 
please send what you can TO 
THE CASA DE NUESTRA 
SENORA, WINSLOW, ARIZONA. 

Thank you, one and all, and 
may Our Lady of the desert bless 





}and spiri.ual obstacles, bespeaks 


-jhan and 


Visit To Arizona 


Rev. John T. Callahan 











Casa de Neustra Senora, Box} 
441, Winslow, Arizona. The pave-| 
ment ends, and Southside begins. 

In the midst of the unpaved 
streets, unlighted areas, and 
dusty adobe houses that is South- 
side Winslow, is located the Casa 
of the Madona House Apostolate. 
All the houses are one-storied, low 
fenced, made of a motley of mud 
bricks in the prevailing color of 
the red dust that blows every- 
where, and _ salvaged lumber. 
There is a beautiful snow-capped 
mountain dominating the flat 
sweep of the desert in the dis- 
tance, and more immediately are 
three man-made mountains that 
stick up their head above the des- 
ert for a hundred feet or’so, the 
kilns of neighboring lumber yards 
—which cast a pall of wood smoke 
over the area, and on breezy days 
leave mile long plumes of smoke 
like a jet stream. At night their) 
eery red light might be likened) 
to that of a volcano. 

Privacy? Peace? 

The Casa is a little Grand Hotel | 
for many of the Spanish-speaking 
neighbors, adults, and especially 
children; they come calling or 
irooping, at all hours of the day 
and night. Privacy and peace are 
non-existent, but that is uncom-| 
plainingly accepted by the dedi- 
cated Staff who have come there | 
to live and share the life of their} 
neighbors, and serve. | 

Judy Junior, the 1950 station 
wagon, goes chortling off morn-| 
ing and afternoon with a perfor-| 
ated muffler to pick up children 
for catechetical classes, as does 
the parish school bus. The living 
room is a classroom for an hour 
or so, twice a day; and the room 
behind the sacristy in the church, 
a mile away, also serves to teach 
the Pilars, Joses, and Antonios 
the three R’s—Religion, Right liv- 
ing, and Right thinking. 

A foundationless, transported 
government housing unit next to| 
the parish church serves as a Ca-| 
tholic Youth Center for the teen- 
agers a few nights a week. 

Much Is Needed 

The good Pastor, Father Han-| 
non, and the Staff, realize that 
much has to be done yet to assist 
the parishioners who are beset by 
many problems of civic integrat- 
ion, education and poverty. A 








a chapel, recreation area and 
facilities, library, catechetical 
classrooms, dispensary, and other 
related services, would be an ef- 
ficient and needed instrument in 
solving many of the present dif- 
ficulties. 

The spirit of service and love 
of the parish priest, and our lay 
apostles, in the face of material 


their dedication, and _ silently 
makes its impact on all those who 
watch their work. 

I am sure that our Lady of 
Guadalupe who is enthroned in 
the living room of the Casa de 
Nuestra Senora, in the parish of 
Madre de Dios, will assist them, 
hrough her friends, to achieve 
the Center, so that many more 
may find and love her Divine Son. | 








Combermere Dairy 








Staff worker Lucille Dupuis has 
been appcinted to Stella Maris 
House, Portland, Oregon; and 
Staff worker Diane Zdunich will 
return from there to take charge 
of the Cana Colony in Comber- 
mere this summer. Staff worker 
Denis Happy has been appointed 
to Marian Centre in Edmonton. 
“Please,” Denis said just before 
he hurried away, “say goodbye, 
through Restoration, to all those 
I didn’t get a chance to see before 
I left.” 

We welcomed back Fr. Calla- 
“The B”—Catherine— 
from their visitation. They were 
gone a little more than a month. 
They surprised us with the speed 
of their travelling. 

St. Benedict’s Acres now has 
an apple orchard. The girls plant- 
ed it. They also helped out with 
planting the vegetables—and re- 
moving loads of stones from the 
soil. You should see how those wo- 
men worked! Even the strongest 
of the men were amazed! 

The Germaine family, owners 
and operators of the theatre at 
Barry’s Bay, made it possible for 
all of us to see that wonderful 
film “The Ten Commandments”. 
Many thanks! 

Fence posts, garden chairs, 
and new signs, have kept the 
planning department busy for 
some time, You should see those 
garden chairs. They are gay. Yes 








Psalm 102° 


you all! 





siree! 


ARMY OF THE MEEK 


(Continued from Page 1) 
In Whitehorse, Yukon. In Edmon- 
ton, Alberta. And, someday soon, 
perhaps, in Africa and Asia! 
These are littte groups of men and 
women and priests whose vision 
embraces heaven and _ earth, 
whose lives of poverty, chastity, 
and obedience, make them pin 
points of light in our materialistic 
darkness. Youth is on the march 
for God, for man, for justice, for 
equality, and for the brotherhood 
of all under the Fatherhood of 
God .Yet, sometimes, they are oc- 
casions for scoffing and laughter! 
Increase and Multiply 

More and more groups like 
these ARE RISING DAILY in var- 
ious parts of the world. They walk 
on quiet feet in hot sandy deserts 
and vast arctic wastes, in foreign 
lands, and in the slums of mam- 
moth cities*Who can say that the 
old wonder, “See how these Chris- 
tians love one another’, will not 
be repeated in all parts of the 
world? Who can say that this 
Christian loving will not succeed 
where diplomacy has so woefully 
failed? 

Who can say that the problems 
facing America will not be solved 
by the army of the meek, who 
were promised the earth; the 
army of peace-makers; the army 
of poor ones who have wealth un- 
told to scatter everywhere; the 
army of the pure of heart who not 
only shall see God but also show 


Him to those who hunger for 
Him? 
That little Spanish-speaking 


American boy standing so still 
against the huddle of adobe huts 
and the forbidding desert in the 
flaming sunset—his life may be 
different from that of his father! 
It may be much different, because 
some one has nailed to one of the 
huts behind him a cross with the 
words Charity and Peace—Paz- 
Caridad—written on it! 


~ One Man's Scrap 
Other Man's Gold 


In many homes the children 
have grown up... and fret saws, 
little looms, and other old handi- 
craft equipment lies in boxes in 
attics and basements. . side by 
side with children’s books — The 
Bobbsey Twins and such—gather- 
ing dust and being n the way. 

How we could use all of these, 














| parish centre that would embrace|even if they are not in perfect 


state! Carving tools... remnants 
of water colors, and paint brushes 
... il colors .. . for painting pic- 
tures ... tools for leatherwork . . 
tools for metal work. 

Or jigsaw puzzles . . .which the 
kids, and maybe the adults of a 
family, have assembled many 
times. We could use those to give 
away as Christmas presents, for 
shut-ins or for our own recreation 
once in a while. 

So You Did It? 

Then there is the man of the 
hcuse—who got interested in the 
“do it yourself trends” ... then 
found out that after all it may 
be cheaper to let someone else do 
it, or to buy ready made. Or there 
may be grand dad’s workshop, left 
after his death, or departure to 
smaller quarters .. Oh how these 


{| tools that rust away in so many 


places would help 
have no words to 
neeas .... 

Or, again, garden tools, perhaps 
useless now that the family mov- 
ed from large quarters with lawns 
and gardens. We would truly bless 
any and every tool. 

Pictures stacked in attics... 
old fashioned frames. . . Statues « 
of saints relegated to dark corners 
because of size . . . old books in 
old-fashioned bindings. That col- 
lection of musical records no one 
is interested in anymore. All these : 
we can use. We can _ also use 
chinaware of all description. . . 
crockery of all kinds . . and of 
course weaving looms . . . spin- 
ning wheels . . carding brushes. 
We would be delighted to get’ 
these for our Community Handi- 
craft Centre where many will use 
them. 

Old rubber tires . . old wheels 
from horse carriages . . . old fash- : 
ioned butter making or cheese 
making equipment . . old bread 
kneading boxes . . and even baby 
cradles . . the rocking type. 
will be put to good use. 

Yes, indeed, to us, all these are 
GOLD . .. whereas to their own- 
ers they are but useless space 
consuming scrap. 

The address to which to send. 
these things is still MADONNA 
HOUSE, COMBERMERE, ONT. 
CANADA, if by RR. then.via CNR 
to Barry’s Bay, Ont. : 

A million thanks, and God bless 
you all and Mary keep you. 


us! I really 
express our . 
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Outer Circle 
Letter No. 148 


Dear Friends,—It is all very 
well for me to write about par- 
ents and children, yet it is high 
time I should list some of the 
helps that the Church today of- 
fers to harrassed parents across 
our North American Continent. 

There are, incidentally, many 
more than an average Catholic 
family may suspect. First on the 
list of course, is the CFM, 
(CATHOLIC FAMILY MOVE- 
MENT) which brings families to- 
gether on the Parish level. There, 
by themselves, like to like, the 

rents, with occasional help 
from the chaplain priest, truly 
thrash out and solve many acute 
problems. 

Movies Too 

For Canada information about 
CFM is easily received from the 
Connellys, 54 Glengowan Road, 
Toronto, Ontario. In USA, from 
the Crowleys, 234 Elmwood Ave., 














one which I 





Wilmette, Illinois. 
Then there are the filmstrips. | 
A good investment that. The ma-| 
chine to show them, and _ the) 
filmstrips themselves. There are 
filmstrips on the Mass. On the) 
Lives of Saints. On general cat-| 
echetical ideas and truths. . that) 
a child sees and learns through | 
visual education—which is fun. 
They can be had along side 
with wonderous teaching games} 
from the Catechetical Guild, 147) 
E 5th, St. Paul 1, Minnesota. | 
Film strips alone, from Newman | 
Press, Westminster, Maryland. | 
And film strips may be borrowed 
from the Ave Audio-Visual Educa- | 
tion, Headquarters Parish Activ- 
ities Service, 15920 Grand River 
Avenue, Detroit, Michigan. 

Catholic books abound. The 
Catholic Youth Book Club, Min- 
eola, N.Y. is a wonderful source. 
So are the magnificent DOLLAR 
HEROES of Reverend Father Vin- 
cent L. McMahon S.V.D. of Di- 
vine Word Publications, Techny, 
Illinois. Every family with young 
children will be delighted with the 
series of eight books geared to the 
ages of 8—14. A dollar per set is 
a give away anytime in our day 
of expensive books. Another 
source of books about saints for 
your children is Grail Publica- 
tions, Room 10, St. Meinrad, In- 
diana. 

Our Own Comics 

Magazines too are a good an- 
tidote for comics. CRUSADE, put 
out by John J. Crawley Co. 37 
West 47th St., N.Y. 36, N.Y. is a 
truly marvelous library of Cath- 
olic knowledge in magazine form. 
THE CATHOLIC BOY, Holy Cross 
Fathers, Notre Dame, Indiana, 
another. THE CATHOLIC MISS 
for the older girl, and HI, MINE, 
and LITTLE MINE—all printed 
at 25 Groveland Terrace, Minnea- 
polis 5, Minnesota—are maga- 
zines tor every young one. 
LITTLE CATHOLIC MESSENG- 
ER is yet another, by George A. 
Pflaum Pub. Inc., 38 West Fifth 
St., Dayton 2, Ohio. TREASURE 
CHEST, another publication of 
George Pflaum, a magazine of 
Christian adventure in comic 
book form, is terrific! TOPIX, put 
out by the Catechetical Guild (ad- 
dress above) is another excellent 
one for youth. MANNA by the So- 
ciety of the Divine Saviour,. St. 
Nazianz, Wisconsin, is a maga- 
zine all young people would enjoy. 

Parents with teen-agers, and 
the problem of explaining sex to 
them, can get much help from 
their local Catholic Truth Society 
Pamphlet rack or store . . or their 
local Catholic Information Centre. 
We most assuredly are blessed 
with pamphlets, clear and concise, 
on the subject. 

Ask For Them 

Each big city has an Informa- 
tion Centre. Be sure to get in 
touch with it. You will be great- 
ly helped. If you live outside the 
big cities, write to the Paulist 
Press, 401 W. 59th Street, N.Y. 19, 
N.Y. and ask for pamphlets on 
any subject of interest to you. 
AMERICA, 70 E. 45th Street, N.Y. 
17, N.Y. has them too. And the 
Catholic Truth Society in Mon- 
treal, Toronto, and other big 
towns has them. A note to THOM- 
AS MORE bookstore at 210 W. 
Madison St., Chicago, will bring 
lists of such pamphlets too. 

THE GUILD BOOKSTORE, 15 
Metcalfe St., Ottawa, Ontario, or. 
THE CAMPION BOOKSTORE, 
1249 Metcalfe St., Montreal will 
be glad to locate these for you. If 
you live in the west of Canada, 
the Catholic Information Centre, 


will be happy to serve you. 
Parents do need help. And they 
do need help to discover where 
help is available. Canadians too 
should remember our own Ma- 
donna House Library with its 





3000 childrens’ books, and a sub- 
scription price of only $2.00 a 
year, postal charge free to sub- 
scribers. 

I hope these few sources will be 
helpful to you, dear friends, who 
want to be saints yourselves and 
make saints of your children! 

A Reader Writes 


Some time ago I asked parents 
to write me what they think 
about “vocations.” Here.is one of 
the letters I received. 

Dear Madam: How do vocations 
seem, to me, you ask in your Out- 
er Circle letter. To me? ... the 
mother of four children, three 
girls and a boy? It certainly is a 
question which every parent will 
have to consider at some time 
while rearing their children and 
have thought of 
often! 

To my mind, we all have a sin- 
gular vocation. To get to heaven 
and become saints in God’s King- 
dom. The thought of heaven with- 
out my husband and each of my 
children seems impossible. Could 
I enjoy heaven, knowing one of 
my children had lost his soul? 

Is there anything more pitiable 
than to see an elderly lady with 
grown children silently suffering 
because one or more of the child- 
ren has left God and is in danger 
of losing his soul? 

I would be happy if all my 
children entered religion for then 
I’d know that they were about 
their Father’s business and stead- 
fast in the knowledge that saving 
one’s soul is the most important 
part of life. Their life’s work 
would be similar to mine .. . help- 
ing in every way possible to keep 
those in their charge on the road 
to home, their Father’s house. 


On Daily Mass 


By Marite Langlois 














Edmonton, Alberta—The Cath- 
olic Information Centre was re- 
cently given a set of slides on the 
Mass which portray, step by step, 
the action of the Holy Sacrifice 
from the time the priest dons his 
vestments ’til he leaves the sanc- 
tuary at the end of Mass. 
Through these shdes we can en- 
joy and share with others a close- 
up of each of the gestures of the 
priest as he proceeds through the 
greatest drama ever enacted on 
earth, and deepen our knowledge 
and appreciation of it. 

What is the Mass? Why do we 
have the Mass? Why do we go to 
Mass? These are questions which 
every Catholic ought to be able 
to answer—because the Mass is 
the greatest form of worship and 
should be the center of our lives. 
And there are so many good books 
and pamphlets written on the 
subject that we can, through 
reading and prayerful study, 
ad in love and understanding 

it. 

Not Ourselves Alone 

We learn, for example, that the 
Mass is the prayer of the whole 
Church, for the whole Church. It 
it not something between God 
and myself alone. We offer this 
prayer to God in union with 
Christ and our fellow members of 
the Mystical Body, and we ask 
Him to send His blessings on the 
whole Church—we aren’t just 
concerned about our own partic- 
ular needs. 

In the first part—the Mass of 
the Catechumens—we prepare 
our souls to offer sacrific. The 
prayers here help us to develop 
the right dispositions—an aware- 
ness of our unworthiness and the 
need for our souls to be cleansed 
of all blemish. In the Confiteor, 
first the priest, then the people, 
publicly declare their guilt. There 
is no such thing as a private sin— 
it is the whole Mystical Body that 
is wounded by our failings. Re- 
membering Our Lord’s words: “If 
thou art offering thy gift at the 
altar, and there rememberest that 
thy brother has anything against 
thee, leave they gift before the 
altar and go first to be reconciled 
to thy brother”, we publicly ask 
forgiveness for’ our transgres- 
sions, and receive absolution from 
the priest, in the name of God. 

At the conclusion of this first 
part, God speaks to us, teaching 
us His truths and what He ex- 
pects of us—in particular in the 
Epistle and the Gospel. 

We Offer God to God 

With the Offertory begins the 
Mass of the Faithful—the Sacri- 
fice proper. We bring our gift 
which, transformed into Christ, 
is offered to the Father, and God 
accepts this Gift and gives it back 
to us in Holy Communion. 

The Mass is a dialogue between 
the priest and the people. The 
altar boy represents us. When he 
makes the responses, he does so in 
our name. Over and over again 
the priest calls our attention, in- 


viting us to join him in prayer 
and offering sacrifice. The oft-re- 

ated “Dominus vobiscum” is 

is invitation, and we should re- 
spond wholeheartedly. He can- 
not offer sacrifice alone. He needs 
our active participation just as 
Christ needs us as His members 
to spread the Kingdom of God on 
earth. 

At the Offertory we recall the 
custom of the early Christians of 
bringing gifts to offer God. The 
bread and wine used for the Sac- 
rifice were provided by the people 
—they had made these and they 
represented the work of their 
hands. Our way of life doesn’t 
permit this. But we can still offer 
a token of our labors—the money 
we give to the collection. The 
greatest gift we can give God is 
our will. The collection money is 
the symbol of our gift of self to 
our Maker. ‘ 

We In Him! 

The drop of water which is ad- 
ded to the wine in the chalice 
also represents us. The wine being 
prepared for the Consecration, 
“the chalice of salvation’’, repres- 
ents Christ, and we are mingled 
with Him, lost in Him, as it were. 

At the Consecration the story 








Father. God manifests His ac- 


of the Last Supper is retold and is 
|actually re-enacted in the telling. 
|For when the priest utters the 
iwords of Our Lord, “This is My} 
|Body” . . . “This is the chalice of 
|My Blood’, these words come true 
|Our Lord is really present in the 
sacred species—Only the appear- 
ance of bread and wine remain. 
The main purpose of the Mass: 
is found in the prayers following | 
the Consecration. Christ offered 
Himself on the Cross to the Fath-| 
er as a victim of divine justice and 
the price of the redemption of the 
human race. The Church (espec- 
ially those present) unite with) 
Christ in offering this sacrifice! 
to God. Then in the doxology, or 
minor elevation, we declare our 
total dependence on Christ — 
without Him we can do nothing. 











One heart and one soul 


He In Us 
Our gifts have been transform- 
ed into Christ and offered to the 


ceptance of our gift by inviting us 
to participate in the Eucharistic 
banquet—the breaking of bread. 

The custom of breaking bread 
has always been a _ symbol of 
friendship, of family unity. By ac- 
cepting this invitation—in the re- 
ception of Holy Communion—our 
friendship with God is strength- 
ened, our souls are nourished and 
united more intimately to Christ 
and to our brothers in Christ. For 
Holy Communion is the saera- 


family peace. 

We are now ready to go out 
and “live the Mass”, to carry 
Christ into our daily life—so that 
His light and His love may shine 
through us unto our fellow men. 

These and many more facts 
about the Mass can be found in 
the books and pamphlets avail- 
able at our Centre. Among them, 
we recommend “Why the Mass?”, 
“Study the Mass”, “Mass Sym- 
bols,” published by the Liturgical 
Press, which we would be glad to 
send to anyone interested. 


treasures which are at our dis- 
posal in the Mass, we will, per- 
force, want to participate in it as 
fully and as frequently as pos- 





ment of fraternal charity and); 


As we discover the priceless} 


‘tant to review books by priests. 





sible. 





LOOKS AT BOOKS 


By Catherine Doherty 











RECOLLECTION, SOUL OF 
ACTION, $2.00, Henrique Golland 
Trindade OFM, Translated by 
Conal O’Leary OFM, St. Anthony 
Guild Press, Patterson, N.J. One 
could almost suggest, strange as 
it may seem at first that this book 
should be read alternatively with 
the Key to Psalms of Miss Mary 
Ryan Perkins! For praying the 
Psalms will lead a soul to RECOL- 
LECTION inevitably and _ this 
book of Recollection will teach us 
further_how to be recollected al- 
ways, how always to live in the 
PRESENCE OF GOD—or to put 
it otherwise HOW TO LOVE 
THE BELOVED OF OUR SOULS. 

And this in turn will set our 
feet into the SERVICE OF LOVE. 
In a word—we shall through 
these two books learn HOW TO 
BE BEFORE GOD AND HOW TO 
DO FOR GOD. 

It is a slender volume. Yet it 
packs a great punch. For in our 
age of anxieties and fears it brings 
TRANQUILITY OF SOUL AND 
MIND . . WITHOUT ANY TRAN- 
QUILIZING DRUGS. Naturally 
and holily and permanently. 

Its dedication perhaps sums it 
up better than any words of a 
reviewer could: 

To all souls 

Who realize they are little 

But who know also 

That they can and should be 

great 

With God, 

In God, 

And for God. 

If anyone of us realizes this, 
the book will help make poverty 
rich, littleness immense, and love 
for God flaming. 

KEY TO PSALMS, $3.50, Mary 
Perkins Ryan, Fides. The hunger 
of man for God is today a raging 
fire. Some, as yet, do not know 
why they “burn’ or burn up... 
and out. Some do. Both are 
searching. This search is truly a 
sign of our times. For those who 
know what they are searching 
for, the old Catholic books of 
piety—personal subjective, some- 
what emotional piety — suffice 
not any more. 

They have become pilgrims of 
the absolute. Their minds are 
aflame with the desire to know 
God, so that their hearts may love 
Him more, and they may shape 
their will to His in toto-in a deep 
inner surrender. For there, the or- 
iginal sources of Christianity are 
meat and drink ON THE WAY OF 
THEIR HOLY PILGRIMAGE. 

The Scriptures. The writings of 
the Apostles, and the Fathers of 
the Chureh, These are their 
BOOKS, The name of those who 
are re-discoyering these is legion 
amongst the laity, In the course 
of this inner yoyage of discove 
they find THE PSALMS, The 
prayers of the Church, The pray- 
ers—prayed by Christ throughout 
His life, and even on the Cross. 
This discovery has a tremendous 
impact on the spirituality of mod- 
ern Catholic Laity, who suddenly 
find many answers to their per- 
sonal problems, to their search for 
God, to the very times they live 
in, and to new breathless and et- 
ernal beauty in austere and dis- 
ciplined collective prayer—chant. 

For those who have just begun 
their search, the book of Mary 
Ryan Perkins is a MUST. In 
simple everyday language she 
gradually introduces the reader 
to the Psalms, gives them a key 
to the Garden Enclosed of a true 
prayer life—a “dialogue of the 
soul with God” in which God “an- 
Swers” as He did His chosen 
people. 

A clear cut book. A good book. 
A book to take along on that PIL- 
GRIMAGE OF THE ABSOLUTE. 

A PRIEST AND HIS DOG, $3.00 
Rev. Jean Gauthier, Kenedy. 
Laughter is a gift of God. it is 
given in its fullness to the pure of 
heart who see God. It is given to 
pass on; to bring music and joy 
into the world. To make men 
Whole again. For nothing re- 
Stores sanity better than laugh- 
ter, good holy laughter. 

" pe a as it teaches. And 
n and does teagh well 
deeply, while it makes the aot 
profound lessons painless . . if it 
's wielded by the hands of ehar- 
ity. A Priest and Hig Dog, is that 

kind of book, 

The reader will ehuekle, sud- 
denly burst into open ~ laughter, 
then stop and re-read a passage, 
still smiling, but now at the neat 
and suprising way in which some 
philosophical truth has been pre- 
sented to him. And, what is more, 
he will want to “chew on that 
truth” for quite a ‘while, and 
Share it with others. 

Truly this reviewer welcomes 
this book. Frankly, she is hesi- 


Schooled in the good old tradit- 


that he should stick to his knit- 
ting . . and write about things he 
really knows about. So many at- 
tempt to write about things they 
know by hearsay only. Unless of 
course they were writers with ink 
in their veins before they became 
priests . . For there are exceptions 
to every rule. 

Still it is truly a delight to read 
a book about a priest and his dog, 
in which both know-each other in- 
timately well, and in which the 
priest has much to say about 
many more things than his dog. 
He says it well . . gently, firmly, 
lovingly with a smile in his heart. 
Thank you, Father Gauthier, for 
your wisdom so beautifully wrap- 
ped in humor. 

Incidentally this book is avail- 
able to Canadians from Alvernia 
Publishing Co., Box 1300, Station 
O, Montreal 9, Quebec. Also the 
Alvernia people recommend Fa- 
ther J. M. Gillis’ “My Last Book”; 
“Fire in the Bush”, a novel of a 
young missionary in Africa, by Fr. 
Paul Bernier; and a_ new bi- 
ography of Cardinal Newman, by 
Fr. Louis Bouyer, C.O. 

MARRIAGE IS HOLY, $3.75 
Edited by H. Caffarel, Fides. Mar- 
riage is less an institution than a 
way of life. Because Christ is pres- 
ent in marriage, mystery and 





grace are there. How many Cath- 


for that purpose. The ground 

around the tank was dug out 

and removed. The water was 
umped into the hole, and slowly 
he tank began to rise. 

It was easy to roll it to the 
new hole which had been dug ta 
it. Ray filled that one with water 
Four boys pushed the. tank in. It 
made quite a splash! The water 
was pumped out of the hole and 
the tank gradually sank to what 
we hope will be a lasting resting 
place. 

As I walked around the grounds 
this morning and into the work- 
shop, here is what I saw our men 
were doing. Alf was painting the 
blue trim of M.H. Rollie was set- 
ting up a new lattice fence. Ed- 
die was repairing a gas pump. 
Sean, the head of the mainten- 
ance department, was instructin: 
Johnny and Mike on a repair jo 
to be done at old, very old — St. 
Joes. 

Life-on The Farm 

A farmer’s work is never done, 
especially in the spring. Under 
Ronnie’s direction the men have 
been busy from early mornin; 
until dusk, taking care of ani- 
mals; (six Ayrshire calves, four 
heifers and two bulls, weré born 
recently, feeding six pigs, two 
hundred and forty chickens (who 
lay an average of one hundred 





lolics realize this? Yet all over the 
|land Catholic couples are seeking} 
| answers to the problems of Christ- | 
ian marriage in a pagan society. 
Infinite and varied are the dis- 
cussions on problems of adjust- 
ment, on sociological necessities 
. . yet all these are, strange as 
this may seem, secondary consid- 
erations. 

To realize that it is A WAY OF 
LIFE .. TO ENTER INTO ITS 
MYSTERIUM . . TO MEET 
CHRIST AND USE THE GRACES 
HE POURS INTO THE MAR- 
RIED -COUPLES SO ABUND- 
ANTLY . . that it is the first step. 

MARRIAGE IS HOLY is a good 
book. Yet this reviewer still hopes 
that the English speaking world 
of Catholic Letters will produce 
a book on marriage that will be 
GREAT . . for if clarification was 
ever needed in our age it is needed 
for Catholic Families. The road 
to God in our days is more than 
an obstacle race which demands 
stamina and heroism extraordin- 
ary. In the meantime this book 
will help us to start in the rig 
direction. 





Work Is Prayer 


By E. B. 











The Men’s department at Ma- 
donna Hoyse performs two main 
funetions: maintenanee and 
farming. And singe most of the 
men come here without much 
knowledge of tools oer agriculture, 
they learn how te do a job by 
doing it, aceording te a funda- 
mental pringiple of Madonna 
House _ Apostolate, namely 
“TRAINING ON THE JOB”, They 
learn under the gdireetion of the 
three or four boys who already 
have technical skill and know- 
ledge, such as Ray Fecteau our 
trouble-shooter extraordinary, 
and Ronnie MacDonnell, our farm 
director, . 

In spite of poor weather—rath- 
er cold and often drizzly—much 
has been accomplished since the 
frost came out of the ground. 
Brightly painted chairs and 
tables grace the lawn. The chapel 
and the front of the house have 
been given a fresh coat of paint. 
New fences have been set up, 
screens made and painted, and a 
general spring-cleaning of rooms, 
stoves, and yards has been in ef- 
fect. 

For This— Many Tanks! 

One job proved to be a puzzler: 
The moving of an 800 pound, 
thousand gallon oil tank from its 
location six feet underground, to 
a more appropriate resting place. 
It was a puzzler, until someone 
asked Ray how to do the job. 


“Simple,” he said. “We'll float 
it out, roll it to the new hole and 
float it in.” 

So it was said. So it was done. 
Four hundred gallons of oil were 
pumped out of the tank into a 


and fifty eggs a day) four sheep, 
and twenty some rabbits; blast- 
ing rocks, removing stones from 
fifteen acres of land, working 
with tractor, plow, and cultivat- 
ors, repairing buildings. 

Our land is poor, acid, full of 
stones. Towards the end of April 
71,300 pounds of lime were trans- 
ported from Barry’s Bay to the 
fields, This was a round-the-clock 
operation, enyolving much plan- 
ning, but necessary if we were to 
improve our soil. Much manure 
and four tons of fertilizer have 
also been applied to the land. We 
used a2 friend’s big truck to haul 
the lime from freight car to field. 
Otherwise we might still be haul- 


ing, 

ft was also at the end of April 
that a new orchard was put in at 
St. Ben’s; forty-eight apple 
trees, five hundred strawberry 
plants, gooseberry bushes, rhu- 
barb, etc. involving much digging, 
stoning and manuring. Most of 
this was accomplished in cold, 
drizzly weather; under the direc- 
tion of Mary Davis, our gardener 
extraordinary. 

We Shall Eat! 

On the tenth of May Ronnie 
came in with good news: the gar- 
dens at the House of Gold, one 
mile from MH were “all in”. Much 
work had been done on those 
three acres over the last three 
erat Again this spring some 

lasting was required, also much 
stoning and cultivation. The seed 
is in the ground. Onions, carrots, 
beets, cabbages, peas, beans, corn. 
Another garden is being prepared 
at St. Ben’s for later Vexete sles. 

For the first time in the his- 
tory of the Apostolate, M.H. js 

vee 
meat 


provided with a sufficiengy o 
etables, eggs, and milk. No mee 
has been bought for the last year. 
The supply from the farm is stil] 
not high enough, howeyer, te pre- 
vide one meal of meat per day. 
That will take another year. — 

“It’s the little things you do 
that count” says one of our songs, 
At M.H. the new staff-worker ap- 
plicant makes this thought the 
subject of much meditation. If he 
fails to learn this, he has not 
grasped the meaning of his vo- 
cation, For although manual la- 
bor has been much despised by 
the pagan world of old, and by the 
pagan world of today, it is only 
right and proper and BIG that a 
man should acquire reverénce for 
the land, for animals, for tools, 
and for the skill necessary to pro- 
vide for the material needs of 
each house. * 

His vocation is to follow Christ, 
the Carpenter, St. Joseph and 
Our Lady, who for the greater 
part of their lives spent their time 
doing “little things” Little 
things seem little in the eyes of 
the world, yet they are great, big, 
important, in the eyes of God, 
when they done with LOVE. 





Those who instruct others to 
justice shali shine as stars for all 





Texaco tryek whigh had come 


eternity. 
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